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couple of hours passed without incident;
but at last his vigilance was justified and
rewarded. The ruffian at the rope who,
while there remained a chance that any
of his proposed victims might be still
awake, had pulled with steady cadence
the heavy punkahs, now began to simu-
late slumber, and at intervals to cease
pulling. Evidently this was a deep and
artful ruse to discover if the cessation of
the fanning breeze might, peradventure,
rouse any of the sleepers; but none of
them stirred. The moment for action
had clearly arrived. So the blood-thirsty
coolie coughed a smothered cough once
or twice as a signal to his two confede-
rates in the verandah; but as no response
came, he prepared to go and personally
warn them. As a pecautionary measure,
however, he noiselessly laid down the
rope, and, approaching the nearest sleep-
ers, bent over them to satisfy himself that
they were really unconscious. As he re-
peated this performance over our watch-
ful friend, whose hair was now standing
on end with horror, he found himself